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ALL GIVEN AWAY 


Charon: A PENNY TO CROSS. 
John D. and Andy; WE HAVEN’T A CENT LEFT. 
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NEW MODEL H, $2,500 


ITS STRONGEST APPEAL TO CRITICAL MOTORISTS 


Approaching the mid-Summer stage—the motorists’ paradise when 
an automobile is most appreciated and its best points come 
out—the season steadily adds to the lead main- 
tained by New Model H after a year's 
tests and trials all over 
the world. 


Built for 

the long trips and 

the short trips the most 

exacting users. The entire experience 

of the largest end best equipped motor car factory 

on earth is represented in its points of superiority as well as its 

price. For luxurious riding qualities, ease of control, economy | of fuel, perfect 

balance, steadiness and staying power under all conditi d service which 

New Model H has consistently given shows it to be Unsurpassed by Any Automobile, 
American or Foreign, Regardless of Price and of the Number of Cylinders. 

American or Foreign Cars entitled to rank in the same class sell for 50 to 100 per cent. more. 

Fully described in Catalogue H R. Other models as follows: 


" Model G—20 h. p. 4-Cylinder Touring Car, $2,000—Catalog G R 
Model M—10 h. p. 4-Passenger Car, $950—Catalog M K Model K—10 h. p. Runabout, $800—Catalog MR 


SEND FOR CATALOG OF CAR THAT INTERESTS YOU 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR COMPANY, Detroit, Mich. 
MEMBER A. L. A, M. 


In a test on the Readville track at Boston, on May 30,a Model H stock car completed 100 miles in 
2 hours 16 minutes s5 1-5 seconds—a good demonstration of its reserve power and speed—there to be 
used if-emergency requires. 














Yellowstone Park 
IDEAL IN SEPTEMBER 


Every month of the open season is delightful in the Park, but 
the early days of September present its wonderful charms in the 
best light. The temperature is bracing, the atmosphere without a 
blemish, the view distinct, and the roads at their best. The coach 
ride of 145 miles by easy stages, in full daylight, makes this a 
distinctively close-to-nature outing. 


The Pennsylvania Railroad offers a most attractive tour 
leaving the East on September 3, arriving in the Park on the 
6th and remaining until the | | th, allowing five and one-half days 
of perfect sightseeing. 


The return trip, by way of the bustling cities of the North 
Pacific Coast, through Oregon, Idaho, Utah, and the scenic trail 
of Colorado is enhanced in interest by the charm of the season. 


Excursion tickets, including all necessary expenses, will be sold 
from New York at $233; Philadelphia, $231, and at pro- 


portionate rates from other cities. 


A completely appoint:d special train, in charge of Tourist 
Agent and Chaperon, for the exclusive use of the party, adds to 
the uniqueness of the trip. 


As the membership of the party is necessarily limited, applica- 
tions for reservations and itineraries should be made at once to C. 
Studds, E. P. A., 263 Fifth Avenue, New York; Geo. W. 
Boyd, General Passenger Agent, Philadelphia, or to Pennsyl- 
vania Railroad Ticket Agents. 














QA Woman's Confesstonal 


By HELEN WOLJESKA 


_This little purple book contains the 

4, history of a woman’s inmost life, told ina 

On c: running fire of sparkling epigrams.— 
Birmingham A ge- Herald. 


The intimate thoughts of a brilliant 
and erratic creature. The p':ilosophy of 
a mind unusually free and untrammeled, 
brave and truthful.—Detrow .’ournal. 


Suggestive of Ralph Iron’s Story of an 
African Farm. Here as there the pages 
abound with sentiments of revolt and 
passionate cynicisms, with the intoler- 
ance of recognized law and civilization, 
with the pagan yearning for a Deity, only 
possible as expressed in nature. Decided- 
ly aninteresting book— Pittsburg Bulletin. 


An odd little bundle of witand wisdom, 
folly and pathos—always with the 
shadow of the erratic over the author’s 
brilliant intellect. Some of these epigrams 
are glorious. All are honest. And serve 
to strip a human soul bare to thoughtful 
eyes.— San Francisco Bulletin. 


Ultra-revolutionary, zsthetico-moral, 
stimulative . . . and revelative of an in- 
teresting woman behind it —St. Louis 
Mirror. 


A slender volume, bound and printed 
in passionate purple, containing epi- 
grams, observations and whimsicalities, 
cumulative in intensity. The woman’s 
death is a forlorn triumph.—Buffalo 
Evening News. 

It will give you a better insight into the 
heart of a woman than all the so-called 


confessions of women who have lived onl 
in their own writings.—Chicago Journal. 


75 Cents, Postpaid 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 West 31st Street, New York 


























Uniform with the Social Comedy 


The Comedy of Life 


COPYRIGHT 1905 BY LIFE PUB. CO. 














THE TATTLE-TALE 


HANDSOME volume of 118 of LIFE’S 
Best Pictures reprinted on heavy Coated 
Paper and Bound in Cloth with Special Cover 


Design by Blashfield. 
Price $2.00 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
17 West Thirty-first Street, New York 
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A.Club Cocktail 


“TS AROTTLED DELIGHT 







——— 











"T Housanns have discarded the idea of making 
their own cocktails,—all will after giving the 
CLUB COCKTAILS a fair trial. Scientifically 
blended from the choicest old liquors and mellowed 
with age make them the perfect cocktails that they are. 
Seven kinds, most popular of which are Martini (Gin 
base), Manhattan (Whiskey base). 
The following label appears on every bottle : 


Guaranteed under the National Pure 
Food and Drugs Act. Approved June 
30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props 


Hartford New York London 











Solid merit is a pyramid foundation. 


BRIDGE WHIST SCORES 


Registered at Pat. Office: Loypox, Wasutnorox, Orrawa. 


You can stir your coffee with a pewter spoon ; but do 
you? Lithographing bears the same relation to printing 
that silver bears to pewter. 

You can keep score on a printed pad ;. but will you? 
We lithograph scores by the million and charge no more 
than you pay for printed stuff. 36 original styles for 
every sort of play or' player. 


Ask for “RAD-BRIDGE” the universal standard. 


Of Dealers everywhere or the Manufacturers 


RADCLIFFE & COMPANY 


LONDON: 3 Aldersgate Bldgs.,E.C. NEW YOBE: 144 Pearl St. 





His Trouble 


A SMALL, quiet-looking man, smoking a large 
cigar, sat by the side of a medium-sized auto- 
mobile that was drawn out of the road as a large 
touring-car came along, driven by a man with an 
interrogatory aspect. 

The man in the touring-car slowed up and leaned 
over. 

“ How long you been here ?”’ 

“About two hours.”’ 

“Can’t you find out what the matter is ?”’ 

“No.” 

“Tnlet-valve all right?” 

“Yes.” : 

“Trouble with spark-plug ?”’ 

“Think not.” 

“How are your batteries ?”’ 

“0, x.” 

“Haven’t got a short-circuit, have you?” 

“Oh, no.” 

“How’s your commutator ?” 

“Great.” 

“Perhaps your worm-gear is clogged ?”’ 

““No—all clear.” 

“Got any gasoline in your tank ?”’ 

“Plenty.” 

“How about your circulation; cylinder isn’t 
bound, is it ?”’ 

“No, sir.” 

“Tires seem all right ?”’ 

“‘Never better.” ; 

“Well, maybe your vibrator isn’t adjusted.”’ 

“That’s all right.” 

“Have you looked at your carbureter ?”’ 

ae us 

“How about the cam-shaft ?”’ 

“Grand.” 

“Have you tightened your connecting-rods, 
examined your clutches, and gone over the differ- 
entials ?” 

““Yes—yes.”’ 

The man in the touring-car paused a moment, and 
then looking at the stranger by the roadside said at 
last: 

“Would you mind telling me, sir, just what’s the 
inatter with that machine of yours ?” 


FORD 


Time 
is the friend 
of Fords— 


it proves that 
in performance, 
aldiantin 
reliability 

and economy 
these cars 


have no rivals, 
no peers. 


And Fords increase 
in value 

while others 
deteriorate 

by comparison. 


To-day there are 
over 9,000 

Ford Runabouts 
on the road— 
every car 

is running 

every day 

and every owner 
is happy—ask ‘em. 


‘“‘Watch the Fords go by.” 





In answer, the man pointed to a large red farm- 
house in.the distance. 

“See that house out there ?’’ he asked. 

“Yes, sir.” | 
“Well, sir, there isn’t anything the matter with 
this machine, but since noon my wife has been in 
that house kissing her sister’s first baby good-by. 
When she gets through, if you are not over a thou- 
sand miles away, and will leave your address, I will 
| telegraph or cable you the glad news at my cwn 
| expense.”’—Collier’s Weekly. 


Monetary 

| “A A ONEY is the root of all evil.” 

“Yes, and it grows best by the grafting 
process.” —Baltimore American. 


But He Meant Well 


ALLER: So sorry to hear of your motor ac- | 
cident. | 
ENTHUSIASTIC Motorist: Oh, thanks; it’s noth- | 
ing. Expect to live through many more. 
“Oh, but I trust not.”—Home Magazine. 





YOUNG mother in Spokane had engaged a 
new nurse for her baby. The nurse came to her 
and said: ‘‘I don’t know what’s the matter, madam, 
but the little one cries and cries. I can do nothing to 
quiet it.” The mother thought a moment. Then, 
brightening up, she said: “‘I remember now. Baby’s 
last nurse was a Southern mammy, You will find the 
stove polish on the third shelf of the kitchen closet.” 





$600 
F. 0. B. Detroit 





Model “‘N,” 4 cyl., 15 H. P. 


Write for catalog and address of your nearest Ford 
agent or branch. 


Ford Motor Company 


263 PIQUETTE AVENUE, DETROIT, MICH. 











DON'T SUFFER FROM 


HAY FEVER 


THIS SEASON 
Use the COMFORT NASALFILTER; practically invisible, light 
weight, sanitary 
Prevents pollen, dust and other foreign substances from reach- 
ing the irritated parts of the nasal cavity by filtering the air 
through fine linen. 





We guarantee beneficial results. 
The COMFORT NASALFILTER 
sent on a week's trial to any hay 
fever sufferer. If you want to 
keep it, send us $2.50; otherwise 
a one cent stamp will cover cost 
of return. 


Universal SupplyCo. 


Central and 4th St., S. EB. 


































—Exchange. 





— MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 










































































































































































































































































































































Established 
Halj a Century 






Registered 
Trade-Mark 


By ownsville 
Water Gackers 


The cracker that has “ Brownsville ”’ on it 


Removal Notice 

AMES McCUTCHEON & CO. beg to announce = 

J tempt the capricious ap~ 

petite and satisfy the 

healthy one. They have 

been the cracker of par- 

ticular people for nearly 
half a century. 


that they have removed to their new stores, No. 345 
Fifth Avenue (opposite Waldorf-Astoria), and Nos. 
2, 4 and 6 East 34th Street. - 


The accompanying diagram shows the location. 


EAst 34% STREET 










New STORES 
OF 
JamesMS CuTCHEON & Co 


HoTeL 
WaLDORF 


If you cannot buy these crackers of any ‘Z 
grocer that you can reach easily, we will send ; 
ten pounds for $2.00, or two pounds for 50c., 
express paid. 


Chatland & Lenhart 


Brownsville ’ Pa. 


SINNAAY NOSIAVy 


= 





Firti AVENUE 





Iss 


EAST 27" STREET 


Until the 34th Street building is completed the Fifth Avenue entrance 
only will be used. 





‘**THE LINEN STORE”’ 


James McCutcheon & Co. 
5th Ave. & 34th St., New York 













































J. & F. MARTELL 


Cognac 


(Founded 1715) 


WHY NOT PRESERVE: YOUR 
COPIES OF 


‘LIFE - 


In Good Condition? 





FINE OLD 
LIQUEUR 


BRANDIES 


If, when you have finished with the week's issue, it is 
placed on file in one of our binders, it is always con- 
venient for reference and the volume becomes an unfailing 


source of pleasure and amusement. 


The Binder is an ingenious arrangement, substantially made, 


bound in either black or garnet cloth, with cover design in 


GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 


gilt. Sent to any address on receipt of one dollar by 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
17 West Thirty-first Street, New York City 


Sole Agents 
G.S. NICHOLAS &CO. 
New York 
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AUTOMOWBILE CLASS 


REAR Ti “+e z 
Gubterare, a = fis. 
OCCUPANT ..-- -- - . 
SHOPFEUR- - ~~ ---109 * 
RewaAgout ci Ass 

FoR REVOLVERS 


THE NEW SPORT 
“THE FARMERS OF MARGARETVILLE, N. Y., HAVE FORMULATED A NEW ‘UNWRITTEN LAW’ FOR THEMSELVES. THEY HAVE 
DECLARED THAT ANY MAN MAY OPEN FIRE UPON A SPEEDING AUTOMOBILE AND ESCAPE ALL LEGAL CONSEQUENCES.” 
—New York Times. 
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and tight littleness, admirable though 
these famous traits have been in their 
day, are no longer enough. Frankly, 
what our cousins over the sea most need 
is breadth of horizon, and if humming- 
bird wraps and baker’s-tray hats don’t 
serve the purpose, our resources are by 
no manner of means exhausted. R. B. 





Broadening 
HAT American shall not attain to a ven 
renewed sense of his nation’s mis- A Timid Folk 
sion, upon reading how, at Ascot, that ‘“[*NGLAND hasn’t had a war for 
assemblage of the best and brightest in some time.” 
all England, it remained for the day to be “No, they don’t dare. They’re afraid 


made signal by two American women, Alfred Austin might write an ode about 
the one wearing a wrap trimmed with _ it.” 
humming-birds, the other a hat as 














large as a baker’s tray and costing Obliging 
$500? ADY CUSTOMER: What does this <4 Rivers 
Truly we owe an especial duty to the parrot say? HELLO, MARK! WHERE DID YOU GET THAT 


mother country. British right littleness Boy: Curse for the lady, Poll. HAT? 











“While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
VOL. L. AUGUST 29, 1907 No. 1296 
Published by 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
J. A. Mitchell, Pres’t. 


17 West THrrty-First STREET, NEw YorK. 


A. Miller, Sec’y and Treas. 


HE World bragged 

on August 16 that it 
had hunted down Police 
Commissioner Bingham 
in the farmhouse in 
Newfoundland whither 
he had gone one week before on 
the verge of nervous prostration 
to get an interval of complete 
rest. The World told him about 
the progress of crime in New 
Y York, and claimed to have ‘‘shocked and 
grieved” him. This is an exploit in the 
World’s most reprehensible style. To 
make a head-line on its outside page and 
follow it with a few stickfuls of twaddle, 
it sends clear to Halifax, and beyond, 
to ferret out, and by its own confession 
disturb the rest of, a useful and deserv- 
ing public servant to whom a little spell 
of undisturbed quiet was absolutely es- 
sential. The cruelest exploit in the 
World’s whole record was its fatal viola- 
tion, years ago, of the retirement of a 
sick man whom it had no excuse what- 
ever for disturbing. It was inexcusable 
to run down General Bingham so. What 
good is a used-up man until he has had 
his rest ? 

Every kind of government has draw- 
backs. Government by newspaper has 
awful ones. Publishing scare-head inter- 
views, whether bogus or true, with John 
D. Rockefeller has been of very little 
help to us this last month. Putting sensa- 
tional head-lines on the not overwise pass- 
ing remarks of Attorney-General Bona- 
parte has not been a useful service. In 
these activities the World has been ex- 
ceptionally proficient in a time when the 
public mind has stood very much more 
in need of a poultice than of a blister. 

It behooves a journal that vociferates 
so continuously for the punishment of all 
the wicked to take more pains with its 
own deportment. A journal that has fair 
pretensions to be called the most im- 
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portant of American newspapers should 
conduct its news department on a higher 
plane. 





S FOR Mr. Rockefeller’s talks, it 
would be an improvement in news- 
papering if they could be published under 
the head of golf news and read for enter- 
tainment only. ‘They are always worth 
reading—for entertainment. 

Our notion of Mr. Rockefeller is that 
he should be considered, nowadays, in 
two sections—a long one, reaching down 
to about ten years ago, when he failed in 
health and retired from active business, 
and a short one, which includes the whole 
of his career as a golfer and his later ex- 
ploits in diet and philanthropy. 

In Section Two of his record there is 
much to praise and hardly anything to 
condemn. So far as we have ever heard, 
he plays a strictly upright game of golf. 
In diet he is in the class of champions, a 
notable winner who has reconstructed his 
digestive machine and got his health back. 
And he is good in certain lines of philan- 
thropy, giving away very large sums of 
money with great care and very good 
judgment. So, if Mr. Rockefeller was all 
in Section Two, there would be hardly any 
fault found with him, and fair judges will 
admit that Section Two of him has an ex- 
cellent chance to achieve salvation, if only 
it can detach itself from Section One. Itis 
Section One that makes all the trouble, 
and inspires all the unkind remarks about 
him, since in that section he stood out as 
the leading example in our world of com- 
mercial competition. In one way or 
another he walloped all his commercial 
competitors toa helpless pulp. Discover- 
ing early that the Good Old Rule seemed 
to be the one most respected in business, 
he practised by that rule with such signal 
distinction as to become the most influ- 
ential living human reason for having the 
rule amended. Now that we are trying 
so hard to amend it and raising inciden- 
tally so many kinds of hob by our efforts, 
Mr. Rockefeller is inevitably an interest- 
ing figure, and when he talks we all read 
what he says. 

But it is Section Two of him that talks; 
Section One of him never spent much 
strength in public discourse. And we 
confess to a difficulty in tracing any inti- 





mate connection between the now ex- 
pounded sentiments of Section Two and 
the old-time practices of Section One. 
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ND how does the honored reader 
think that the current effort to 
amend the Good Old Rule is getting 
along! 
That they should take who have the power, 

And they should keep who can. 

So runs the Rule. Sometimes it seems 
as though some of those who have re 
spected the first clause of the Rule are too 
prone to feel outraged and even to whim- 
per if the second clause of it, in the fulness 
of time, goes against them. But that is 
human nature. What we once have got, 
however we may have got it, we like to 
keep; an1 the law—the law of which pos- 
session is,nine points—favors that, be- 
cause it makes for peace to have all prop- 
erty have an owner. 

A correspondent writes from Washing- 
ton urging us to use a club on Attorney- 
General Bonaparte for suggesting that if 
the courts upheld the big fine on the 
Standard Oil Company the Government 
might appoint a receiver to operate the 
convicted trust. The Attorney-General 
has had a good many taps on the head of 
late. We shall not add to them. We 
are not at all afraid of a receivership for 
the Standard Oil Company or of any 
worse happenings to that or any other of 
the trusts or railroads than may suffice to 
remind us all that the Good Old Rule has 
a second clause, for which stich as practise 
by it, and all their backers, must look out. 





In the next case that comes up that is 
like the North Carolina case we look for 
an intimation from Washington that the 
lawful orders of a Federal judge will be 
supported.—LIFE, August 15. 

T the time of writing the above lines 

it was not clear, as shortly afterward 

it became, that, in so far as Washington 
or the Administration were concerned, 
there was no failure to support the orders 
of Judge Pritchard or of any Federal 
court. ‘The railroads thought it wise to 
make the compromise they did with the 
State officers, but they were not con- 
strained to do so because of any failure to 
back up the Federal courts. 
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-LIFE- 
The Old Secret Rebate 


H‘' )W dear to my heart are. my deals in finances, 
As investigation presents them to view, 
The trim little trust that my fortune enhances 
And all the loved tricks that my industry knew; 
The pool and the place where my stock went to water, 
The freeze-out so cold where competitors fell, 
The bulls and the bears and the lambs for the slaughter, 
And e’en the rude rebate that worked them so well— 
The old secret rebate, 
The illegal rebate, 
The cash-bringing rebate 
That worked them so well. 


I squander my shekels in trust legislation, 
The courts and inspectors I recklessly buy. 
By gifts philanthropic I gain approbation, 
And cling to my grabs though the prices are high. 
Immunity certain, I publish my story, 
And gaily continue the public to sell; 
But I drop a sad tear for the days of my glory, 
And the dust-throwing rebate that worked them so well— 
The old secret rebate, 
The illegal rebate, 
The cash-bringing rebate, 
That worked them so well. 
Jessie Wallace Hughan. 


The Peacemakers 





HEN Mr. Joseph H. Choate reminds the Hague Con- 

ference that they have done much to regulate war, but 
little to prevent it, he is shirt-sleeve to a degree. It might with 
equal force be pointed out that medicine does a good cieal more 
io regulate disease than to prevent it. Ideals, as we all should 
know, are to aim at, not to attain, for the moment they are 
attained, aiming at them is made an end of. The medicine 
which should prevent disease altogether would be accounted 
as foolish as the man in the fable who lopped off the branch 
with himself at the outer end, and in a similar situation is the 
business of peace-conferencing. It is a quiet, respectable busi- 
ness, the last business in the world, perhaps, to go deliberately 
to work to destroy its own raison d’étre. R. B. 


Who Would Make the Worst President— 
and Why ? 


$50 in Cash Will Be Given for the Cleverest Answer to the 
Above Question 


O ANSWER should exceed 200 words. 


Each contestant may send in as many answers as he or 





she desires. 

LIFE will publish, as soon as possible, after they are received, 
those answers which in the opinion of the Editors are worthy of 
publication. 

All answers must be received on or before September 16th, 1907; 
the answer which in the judgment of the Editors is the best will be 
awarded the prize. 

All manuscripts must be typewritten on one side of paper. The 
contestant’s name and address should be plainly written on each 
manuscript. 

All manuscripts should be addressed to the Contest Editor of 
LIFE, 17 West 31st St., New York. 

LOOK OUT, UNCLE! THEY SAY IT’S TAINTED Manuscripts should be accompanied by a stamped and ad- 
dressed envelope, in case the author desires their return. 











Captain Schmid. (who has escaped to the 
tree): SHOULDERS BACK! CHEST OUD. 
FORWARD — MARCH — DOUBLE QUVICK!! 
VEEL ABOUD! COUNTERMARCH UND RUN 
LIKE DER TEUFEL TO DER FENCE!!! 


An Automobile at Bar Harbor 

i les papers have reported that persons 

named Mahoncy, from New York, 
have invaded Bar Harbor with an auto- 
mobile. 

These folks must be of the race of the 
Fighting Mahoneys, for the island of Mt. 
Desert bars automobiles by local ordi- 
nance from its sea-girt roads, and the ad- 
vocates of the simple life who go there in 
summer are sure to make a determined 
fight against motor invasion. 

We hope they will win it. We shall not 
be surprised to hear that a devil was cast 
out of somebody in Bar Harbor, and that 
it entered into the Mahoney motor car, 
which straightway ran down a steep place 
into the sea and was seen no more. For 
the sea comes deep to the margins of the 
Maine islands, and the sides of them are 
apt to be precipitous. 

Automobiles are a fit mitigation of the 
life of cities, and of the lives of all people 
who are tied by their occupations to the 
cities, so that they cannot go far away 
from them nor stay long. But in the 
island paradises of Maine they have no 
proper place. Whoever gets as far away 
from the cares of the world as Mt. Desert, 
or even Penobscot Bay, wants neither to 
hurry nor to be reminded of the world 
of hurry he has left behind. It is a 
long, long journey down there, and 
whoever takes it has paid a price for 
tranquillity and ought to have it, un- 
disturbed. 
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Our Fresh Air Fund 
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Postals from Life’s Farm 


Lires FARM, BRANCHVILLE, CONN. 
EAR MAMA: 

Brother and I arrived safe and we are enjoying 
ourselves fine ask papa how he is getting along how 
is Stephan getting along. write soon. 

from your daughter MAMIE 


Dear MOTHER: 

We got here save it is fine here we have all the 
apples we want Mary Hall sleep in the next bed to me 
we have all we want to eat it is nice to go home. 

lifesfarm bran con From Daughter ETHEL. 


When Doctors Disagree 
HE extract which follows is taken 
from an address by Dr. Henry P. 
Loomis, of New York, and was published 
in the Medical Record-some weeks ago: 

A tuberculous patient with a high tem- 
perature should be kept not only physically 
but mentally quiet. Stimulants 
should be given at regular intervals, but in 
small quantities. Four teaspoonfuls of 
whisky to a glass of milk makes a good 
combination. In ordinary cases four ounces 
of whisky or brandy may be given daily. 

The week following this, Dr. H. C. 
Clapp, of Boston, appeared in the Med- 
ical Record with this information: 

Most consumptives need’a great deal of 
fresh meat, and should have it two or three 
times a day. Alcoholic stimulants 
should be positively forbidden. Alcohol is 
now universally recognized as a very fre- 
quent cause of tuberculosis, and the treat- 
ment of the disease can surely be conducted 
far better without it. 





New Garb for Jackies 


UR bold sailormen are to have new 
togs. Their present dress was com- 
posed in times when warships wore sails, 
and there was rigging to be climbed and 
things done such as one reads about in 
the poétry of the early nineteenth cen- 
tury. All that has passed. A competent 
jacky of the period is a maritime plumber 
who can handle powder and hit a mark 
with a big gun. There is no longer any 
aloft for him to climb, and he does not 
need garb suitable for climbing. What he 
needs aboard ship is raiment suitable to a 
seagoing military mechanic. Ashore he 
ought to have whatever kin: of clothes 
the girls like him best in, so that the prac- 
tice of excluding him from public dances 
and places of amusement may be easier 
abated. 
Oriental Politeness 
ANKEE JINGO: I’m afraid we’re 
going to have trouble with you 
Japs. 
SUAVE JAP: Oh! no trouble at all, 
my friend. It will be a pleasure. 





AT LIFE’S FARM 
““T WANT SOME MORE APPLES.” 
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English as She Is Spoke—In London 


A Letter from Sir Reginald Browne Browne Bunbury to Major Ponsonby Marr-Cavendish 


Lonpon, Lapres’ Day, 1907, 

THE COFFEE-ROOM, SKINDLE’S. 
EAR OLD Posy: 
I reached here Boxing Day and I 
shall stop on—if the wife im proves—until 
Michaelmas. I am going strong, haven’t 
funked the fences and only wish that you 
could drop in for a chin-chin at tiffin time. 

Not an earthly, I fear? 

I am jolly well in the heart of London, 
rather decently bunked and fairish shops 
all about me—poulterers, drapers, sauce 
warehousemen, cowkeepers, meat pas- 
trymen and turbot venders. London is a 
bit misty, but I’m for it, my word I am. 
I enjoy messing about on the ’dilly and 
it’s all beastly jolly and most awfully rip- 
ping, tho’ the bally fog is a bit of a facer 
for me. 

I do myself most awtully well and all 
for ten quid a week (including the twee- 
nie, the keep of the gee-gee, and the 
screw for the typist and the groom of the 
chambers). 

There are capital pubs all about me— 


here: The Civet Cat, The Running 
Footman, The Maid’s Hand, The Slip 
Inn, The Ship and Turtle and the 
Cheshire Cheese. A chap is always sure 
of a good mug of bitter before tumbling 
to by-by. 

Tuesday week I hailed a four-wheel 
fly, got me a pipe—went to the booking 
office at His Majesty’s—was chivvied 
about a bit on the queen and bought me 
eight goodish stalls on the gangway, well 
in the front of the pit. I took a few pals 
to the play—after a stiff dinner. No one 
but Lady Ermentrude, the Hon. Hermi- 
one Wemyss (a quite too delightful flap- 
per) and little Muriel Finn-Douglas (the 
Warwickshire lot), Jack Strathcona (our 
old pal of the Queen’s Own), poor dear 
Pritch of the Guards, and a bounder sort 
of rotter named Lemeson-Thallet, of 
Boodles (not of the Turf—that would be 
his brother!). The poor chap tried hard 
not to bound, but try as he would he 
would bound a bit. After the play we had 
cigarettes and lemon-squash in the rab- 


bit-hutch at the Savoy, took a room, and 
had a hack at bridge. (I haven’t chucked 
it yet, you see!) Old Thallet was for hav 

ing it guineas, but I thought of Vi and the 
mater, and we finally settled on a bob a 
point and a pony on the rubber. Know 

ing how rotten they were (and with 
Pritch more than half drunk) I thought 
it was a sitter! Right I was, too! 

As good luck would have it, in the very 
last game I went a diamond and bagged 
six be-cards along with twelve golden 
‘“‘sufferings” of the brightest and _ best. 
A little bit of all right, ch? 

Thallet was fearfully cut up! What an 
appalling rum ’un he is. He tried to pre- 
tend that he had all along been rotting 
about the stakes and meant to pay in pen- 
nies. To make matters worse, he gave me 
a stumer cheque. Sickening bad taste I 
call it, eh? 

My chambers aren’t half nasty. I have 
a private jar of marmalade, a tin tub, rip- 
ping bloaters, kippers, and all that sort 
of muck. Now and again I get some mar- 
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vellous Dublin prawns and plovers’ eggs 
for tiffin. If I am beastly peckish there is 
a navvy sort of waster who fetches me 
din-din from Prince’s. 

It’s a cert that I’m off for the week-end 
to Lady Bagott-Begg’s in Mid-Glamor- 
ganshire if the bone gets out of the 
ground. I’ve bet her ten monkeys that I 
bag forty brace of pheasant before grouse 
day dawns. If I lose I shall swear to the 
old girl that I was enly pulling her leg in 
chaffi—d’ye see! The beagles are to turn 
out twice for us if we can draw a hare in 
those damned gorse coverts. The har 
what ? 

Whitsuntide, if I get over this touch of 
the flue, I go to Hants for the coursing. 
My address will be: 


riers had best beware 


Sudbury Mansions, 

Notting Cottage, ; 

At the top of Wigmore Street, 
High Minstable (off. Tooting), 
Wormwood Scrulbbs, 
Chiswick Common, 
Cricklewood, 
Hants. 

Care of the Hon. the Col. Sir Willough- 
by de Wricthesley, K.T., K.G.A., D.S.O. 

Come and join me there, if you will. 
And—oh, I say, telephone through, if 
you can. The exchange will put you 
through! Or, failing this, book down 
from Waterloo. Are you there? Will 
meet you at the rabbit-warren. I shall be 
practically on my own. There’s not the 
remotest that the old colonel will care! 
He’s a bit of a pincher—a little shirty—a 
rasper and all that, but a capital chap 
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and on the job for a~y beano. They say 
he’s balmy, up the pole, and thick and 
milky, but he’s a f.zing old soldier, goes 
hard after the hounds, and is a top-hole 
shot. Besides, he has the ’oof, and plenty 
of it, d’ye see? It’s piffie to say he beats 
the wife. If you ever clapped eyes on the 
old cruiser you would jolly soon see that 
it would take a lot of doing! What rub- 
bish they talk at the priory! Come, dear 
old boy, say “righto” or I'll be in a 
deuced pickle. 
Well—cheero, cheero—my lad. 
REGGIE. 
P. S.- 
along. 


If you can spare a fiver, send it 
I am stony! 

P. P. S.—Send the ’oof by one of the 
servants (but not Tapley, in heaven’s 
name, for I owe him for three months and 
a quid besides, and it makes me giddy to 
see the hound). 

To Major Ponsonby Marr-Cavendish, 
The Barracks, 
Ore-Stoke Cloddington, 
Invernesshire. 


Standard Oil Couchant 

IND Sir! Kind Madam! 
Oh, strangers, fall in line 

And drop your pennies in my cup to help 
me pay my fine. 

I’m lame and blind and almost bald; I’ve 
many to support. 

Nay! Do not pass me by, I beg, for I am 
short, so short. 

A cruel judge has sentenced me for villainy 
and theft. 

I need your help. 
billion left.) 


Pity me! 


(I only have about a 


nares C) Nico 


SENAIE F 
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DID YOU HAVE A GOOD TRIP? 


He Tarried Till the Auto Came 
bale a bored expression upon his 


elderly countenance, the Wander- 
ing Jew gazed at Broadway. 

‘*T should think,” mused he, hopefully, 
‘that I ought to be able to find something 
that can kill me.” 

At that moment a gleeful motor-car 
came prancing juggernaughtily down the 
street. 

“At last! At last!” shrieked the ven- 
erable globe-trotter. Chortling with joy, 
he dived under the front wheels, and they 
gathered up of what remained seven 
basketsful. 


tose 
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‘LIFE: 
Ex Oriente Lux 


UT of the East, light. Japan has re- 
sented San Francisco’s brutal treat- 
ment of her citizens; the walloping 
she administered to the Russ lifted 
her out of the Inferior Race class 

and placed her in the singing seat. 
yp Since civilization is the art of 
MP killing the greatest number of 
Ny, enemies in the shortest given 
time, Japan has shown a com- 
mendable abattoir record. 
She now borrows money in 
Christian markets and her 
views on religion, morals and 
high explosives are the admi- 
ration of churches and states. 


us 


Hing Bes hina. Tapan’s big. flabby. com- 
OE ed Mivioy. China, Japan’s big, flabby, com 
ud % * Ny Y mercial neighbor, has had peace, letters, 
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religion and commerce for thousands of 
years ; but since she has shown neither 
disposition nor ability to rob and 
slaughter her friends and customers, 
she was very properlysat upon. Civi- 
lized nations have stolen her territory, flouted her laws, mulcted 
her revenues and insulted her government, and her industrious 
people have been hospitably and enthusiastically kicked and 
cuffed all round the world. China is now going to school to 
Japan. She is acquiring civilization and marksmanship; and 
she is learning the wisdom of transforming workers into 
warriors and ploughshares into swords. Missionary effort has 
not been wasted, after all. 

When Chinese citizens were chased and thumped by frolic- 
some Anglo-Saxons in the West, we languidly advised the 
Pekin people that we had no law against vivacity, no precedent 
for curtailing physical culture; and then we sent them a bill 
for the injured feelings of our missionaries reproached by 
meddling agd minatory mandarins who objected to having 
their absurd prophets Confucius and Mencius derided and 
damned. We told China to learn her place, get off the map, 
or get civilized. 

Japan civilized is Japan ‘captious; and Japan offended is 
Japan chesty and belligerent. Japan yells across the Pacific, 
“‘ What do you Yankees mean, keeping my children out of your 
schools like mere coolies and niggers? Do you want to be 
rushed and Russed out of Asia? Togo will get you if you don’t 
watch out!” Our Strenuous One is sitting up and taking 
notice. We are not to be scared by any brazen, bawling 
Brownie; no, indeed. The fact is, we hate to have our tradi- 
tional friendship fractured, or our trade in cotton and cant 
curtailed. We love the meek and lowly Jap; and his tact, 
modesty and transparetit honesty have endeared him to us. 
Peradventure, the Rough Rider is not timorous or mute. He 
knows the folly of monkeying with buzzsaws and explosives; 
it is wiser to take Time by the forelock than the Orient by the 
throat—and safer; so an errand boy is sent to Frisco to effect 
aworking basis between the Cocky East and the Choleric West, 
and while the Red Riot of the West howls at the Yellow 


Peril of the East and disinterested Europe pats both on the 
back, Theodore talks peace and fraternity and convinces 
the Mikado of unchanging love and altruism and that one boil 
does not make an epidemic: perhaps. 

But it is just as well to be careful. Manila and Honolulu 
are next door to Nippon; they are rich and juicy and easy; and 
Russia is bigger than us. There are those who would not weep 
were the American morgue, called the Philippines, annéxed, 
sunk or burgled overnight by friend or foe. 

Cold feet are not as dangerous as hot heads. We segregate 
and abuse our own citizens; why not aliens, mere brown 
Orientals? 

Out of the East light. If we find it is prudent for ‘‘tradi- 
tional friendship” to ignore the color and habitat of the Jap 
and treat him with that exploded and forgotten justice that 
used to be called Christian humanity, perhaps in time we may 
learn to treat our own black people with more decency 
and fair play and less torch and rope. Who knows? If 
we are thick-headed and imprudent perhaps we may learn 
to.translate ex oriente lux to read: ‘‘Out of the East— 
lightning.” Hence, we send words of honey and harmony 
to save our face and war-ships to save our hide, pacifically 
to the Pacific. 

Our manners and methods need reforming. Prosperity has 
made us rude, sassy, parvenu. The American, moderately 
well off and possibly provincial, wassweet and sane; the citizen 
Croesus of the World Power needs a jolt and some adversity to 
recall his better days. Let us pause and do some thinking. 
Japan and jeopardy may not be synonymous terms, but it’s 
very unpleasant to have this Oriental fellow asking questions 
and running his thumb along the edge of his knife. 

Joseph Smith. 


Cop: YOUNG MAN, I FEAR FUR YEZ FUTURE! 

Idle Rich: DON’T FEAR (HIC), OLD PAL; IT’S MY TWENTY- 
FIRSH BIRSHDAY (HIC), AN’ I JUST CAME INTO TWENTY MIL- 
LIONSHES. 
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A Moment of Confidence 


HOM do you suppose,”’ said 

Mrs. Winkleton to her hus- 
band, “‘I met this afternoon 
at the stereopticon lecture? 
Here Bobby,” to one of the 
children, ‘‘do keep quiet.” 

“‘T haven’t the least idea,’ replied 
Winkleton. ‘‘Now will you look at the 
condition of my room! Emily must have 
been using her paints here.” 

“Yes, she has. Emily,’’ to an innocent 
looking little girl of eleven, ‘‘what do you 





mean by leaving your paints in your 
father’s room ?” 

“Bobby did it with me,” said Emily, 
defiantly. ‘‘And he must help me pick 
them up.” 

‘‘Won’t!” said Bobby, making a face. 

**Go on!” said Winkleton to his wife, 
with admirable composure, considering 
the interruptions, ‘‘who was it?” 

‘*Your friend Crane. And I asked him 
to dine with us.” 

Winkleton started up. 

‘‘What in the world did you do that 
for?” he said. 

“‘Isn’t he one of your best friends? I 
have often wondered why you never had 
him here. Why shouldn’t I ask him 
here ?”’ 

‘*Because—well—lI’d rather not have 
him.” 

It was Mrs. Winkleton’s turn to be 
surprised. 

“T don’t understand you,” she said. 
‘“‘He’s an awfully nice fellow. You know 
you are fond of him. We had such a 
nice, sensible talk together.” 

Winkleton’s face did not relax. 

“That’s all true enough,” he said. 
‘But I don’t care to ask him here. You 
know he’s a bachelor; he and I were in 
college together. He has his ideas about 
bringing up children, and, to be candid 
with you, my dear, I would rather not 
have him come to the house and see the 
way these children act. It’s a matter of 
pride.” 

“Oh, nonsense! That is precisely 
what we were talking about to-day. And 
he agrees with me perfectly. He said it 
was the man’s place—the place of every 
father—to be firm with his children.” 

Mrs. Winkleton smiled, as she turned 
to her husband. 

“You see, my dear,” she said, “‘if you 





feel sensitive about having your friend 
here because you think the children are 
spoiled, it is only because you permit 
them to be by your neglect. At any rate, 
he’s coming. He'll be here in half an 
hour.” 

Winkleton sighed. 

“Well,” he said, resignedly, ‘‘I shall 
have to stand it, that’s all. I only hope 
that Emily and Bobby” —— 

‘**A nice way for you to talk—who are 
their father. Why, actually, my dear, 
you act as if you are afraid of them. 
Why don’t you assert yourself?” 

At this Winkleton smiled satirically. 

“*T will, if you will let me.” 

“Let you! Well, I like that! What 
can you mean?” 

“T mean this. Will you let me take 
charge of those children for the next 
thirty minutes ?”’ 

Mrs. Winkleton opened her eyes in 
reproachful astonishment. 

“Well, isn’t that lovely?” she ejacu- 
lated. ‘‘As if I haven’t been trying to 
have you take some interest in them for 
ever so long. I can assure you, my dear, 
I sha!l be only too glad to have you take 
some of the responsibility off my 
shoulders.” 

“‘You mean it this time, do you?” 

“Certainly.” 

“*Very well, then.” 

Winkleton got up and went over to the 
door of his room. On the floor Emily, his 
little girl, and Bobby, his little boy, were 
engaged in the occupation of spreading a 
box of paints over as much surface as 
possible. Papers were scattered about. 
Magazines, with the pictures cut out, 
littered the floor. A bureau drawer, 
pulled too far out, had toppled over and 
its contents were heaped in indiscriminate 
piles on the rug. 

Winkleton looked down on the two 
children. 

“Did you hear me,” he said, in a firm 
voice, ‘tell you to pick these things up?” 

*‘Mamma’”’—— began Emiiy. 

Winkleton closed the door. 

“‘Never mind your mother now,” he 
said. ‘‘You’re going todoasI say. You 
pick up these thing—both of you—right 
off—you understand!” 

Bobby, somewhat surprised at the 
unusual tone of his father’s voice, got up 


and began to edge off toward the door. 
It was something new for him to have his 
plans interfered with. Up to the present 
time, indeed, for years, Winkleton had 
always considered that discretion was 
the better part of valor and beyond a 
few occasional outbursts, had _ settled 
down into a_ negative, philosophical 
attitude with regard to his children. 

Now, however, he grabbed Bobby by 
the collar. 

“You do as I tell you,” he said. 

Bobby began to whimper. Then he 
raised his voice. 

*“Mamma!”’ 

Winkleton reached down and simul- 
taneously clitched one child in each 
hand. 

“Now, children,” he said, ‘we may as 
well understand each other. Up to the 
present time your mother has been 
running this house, but I’m going to 
start in now. I shall not speak to you 
again. You pick up this mess at once. 
Do it quickly, and if you hesitate, or if 
you call your mother, I’ll whip you.” 

There was a new note in Winkleton’s 
voice that certainly commanded at- 
tention. And both children sullenly set 
to work. But it was not to be expected 
that, having been spoiled all their lives, 
they could in the twinkling of an eye, as 
it were, be transformed. Neither of them 
proposed to be conquered so quickly. 





WHAT WE MAY EXPECT AFTER THE PALISADES 


ARE GONE 
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For a few moments they worked. And 
then Bobby suddenly took up the paint 
box and deliberately and skilfully turned 
it over. Having done so he turned 
defiantly to his father as much as to say, 
‘“Now we'll see.” : 

He saw at once. Winkleton lost no 
time. He took up his small son, who now 
began to scream, turned him over, and 
proceeded to “‘lay it on,” hard and 
even. 

‘*Mamma, 
boy. 

““Mamma!”’ shrieked Emily, ‘‘papa 
is whipping Bobby.” 

The door burst open, 
Winkleton rushed in. 

“What is going on?” she exclaimed. 
“T never heard such a commotion. Why, 
we haven’t had such a time as this for I 
don’t know when. What are you doing?” 
she said to Winkleton, snatching her 
sobbing boy away from him. 

Winkleton tried to say something, but 
the noise was too great. 

When he could make himself heard he 
said angrily: 

‘What did you come in here for?” 

“Do you suppose I am going to let 
you kill the boy”—straining him to her. 
“Oh, why did you lose your temper, my 
dear ?” 

Winkleton, goaded by this piece of 
injustice, was now beside himself with 
rage. 

“Lose my temper!” he exclaimed. 
“Well, I like that. Here these children 
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mamma!” shrieked the 


,’ 


and Mrs. 


have been growing up for years without 
any discipline whatever, just because I 
didn’t want to have a fuss with you. And 
now when I start in to correct them— 
this is what I get. How do you suppose I 
can control them, when you interfere in 
this manner?” 

His wife stood up angrily. 

“You don’t know how,’ 
667 79 = 

At this instant the door-bell rang. Mr. 
Crane was ushered in. 

A few minutes later the entire family 
descended, pulling itself collectively 
together, to meet him—Mr. and Mrs. 
Winkleton and Emily and her brother, 
whose faces and hands had been hurriedly 
washed. 

“Well, old man,” said Winkleton, 
‘I’m delighted to see you.” 

“See my boat,” interrupted Bobby, 
not waiting to be introduced. 

“‘No, Bobby,” said Emily, “you must 
keep quiet. Mamma told you to.” 

Mrs. Winkleton frowned indulgently 
on them both, as she shook hands with 
her guest. 

“T’m so glad you could come,” she 
said. ‘‘Now, Emily and Bobby, be good. 
Show Mr. Crane just how good you can 
ue.” 

That evening (quite naturally in view 
of this public admonition) the children 
never acted worse. Bobby spilled his 
soup on the tablecloth. Emily called 
loudly for “‘more” meat. And both of 
them interrupted without cessation. As 


, 


she said. 


for Winkleton, he resigned himself to the 
situation—it was no new thing for him, 
anyway. It was only when his wife had 
taken both children up-stairs to bed, and 
while they were at last at peace with 
their cigars, that he turned to his friend 
and said: 

“T’m going to make a confession to 
you, old man, which you will understand 
now better than you could have done 
before. You will see, I have no doubt, 
why I haven’t been so keen about asking 
you before. The truth is, both of my 
children are spoiled. I suppose it’s the 
American way, and we might as well 
own up to it.” 

Crane, like all’ confirmed bachelors, 
was inclined to be blunt. 

‘‘Well, I don’t know,” he said. ‘‘You 
are aware, of course, just what they need. 
Why don’t you try it? Why don’t you?” 
he asked, earnestly. ‘‘Just give them a 
good old-fashioned licking once in 
awhile.” 

It was inexcusable of Winkleton, of 
course, but the memory of a recent event 
still smarted, and, besides, Crane was an 
old chum, with whom he felt he could 
unburden himself without losing too 
much of his dignity. He laid down his 
cigar, tiptoed to the door to see that no 
one was near, shut it softly and came 
back to his friend. Then leaning over 
him, he whispered softly : 

“Old man, it isn’t the children who 
need it. It’s their mother.” 

Chesterton Todd. 
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HOMAS DIXON, JR., is proving him- 
self a yellow novelist of a truly Hearst- 
ian aptitude. The Leopard’s Spots showed 
him a writer of considerable dramatic in- 
stinct and of compelling, though coarse- 
grained, vitality. It proved his gifts but, to 
the more sensitive of his readers, left open 
the question of his sincerity. The Clansman, 
by, as it were, bowing its pleased acknowl- 
edgments to that quarter from which haa 
come the most vociferous applause, threw 
some light on the undecided question. And 
now The Traitor, a story of the disintegra- 
tion of the Ku Klux Klanin North Carolina, 
by openly ignoring the orchestra, the dress 
circle and the balcony, puts the matter be- 
yond dispute. Mr. Dixon, 
the main chance, has frankly unfurled the 
yellow banner. 


with his eye on 


Winifred James’s informally autobio- 
graphical story of a young Australian writer 
in London, Bachelor Betty, is a pleasant con- 
trast to the crude spicing and cheap per- 
fumery of Mr. Dixon’s novel. It is, indeed, 
less a story than a running comment upon 
familiar things by an unspoiled observer and 
contains, one imagines, more fact than fic- 
tion. But its frank enjoyment of life, its 
humorous appreciation of false standards 
and forced situations and even its thread 
of romance with its simple 
genuinely enjoyable. 
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H. G. Wells’s parable for pessimists, The 
Island of Dr. Moreau, is a story to be sought 
only by those who occasionally crave a 
realization of the horrible. It contains an 
account of an island in the South Pacific 
upon which for some fifteen or twenty years 
had been carried on a series of experiments 
in vivisection, resulting ina population of 
semi-human monsters. The author’s re- 
markable imagination and exceptional de- 
scriptive talent have wrought an almost 

















tangible picture of the unthinkable, while 
sardonically expressing a gruesome esti- 
mate of human intelligence born of a de- 
spondent mood. 


An exceptionally intimate and friendly 
book of travel and sojourn is Mary E. Wal- 
ler’s Through the Gates of the Netherlands. 
Mrs. Waller, who is the author of The 
Wood Carver of ’Lympus, recently spent a 
year in Holland; kept house at The Hague; 
tasted the modern life and caught at the 
echoes of the ancient life of the country; 
hunted the models and the inspiration of 
the Dutch painters, old and new, through 
the city and the rural byways of the land. 
She chats about it all very appreciatively 
and entertainingly. 


Ralph Waldo Trine’s In the Fire of the 
Heart is another of the protests 
against the injustice of our monopolistic 
social organization which are so character- 
istic of the times. It is not so much a pres- 
entation of new ideas as an attempt to ad- 
dress a new audience in a, to them, un- 
accustomed spirit. The text, although 
frankly socialistic in its tendencies, is 
largely based upon such works as those of 
Hunter, Kidd, Brooks, George and other 
modern sociologists. The author, however, 
has a more naive faith in the efficacy of gov- 
ernment control than many of his readers 
will be able to muster. 


many 


Seven stories illustrative of the supersti- 
tions, the folk-lore traditions and the con- 
temporary life of the Canadian Indians 
tributary to the outposts of the Hudson’s 
Bay Company, are told by Arthur Heming 
in a book called Spirit Lake. It is hoped 
that neither the Talking Moose nor the 
Buffalo Spirit will incur the displeasure of 
the nature-fakir baiters, but will, without 
affidavits, be allowed to join the company 
of the Unicorn and the Mock Turtle. The 
stories, although not particularly impres- 
sive, are sufficiently readable. 

It would seem as if the literature of Sport 
had squandered its patrimony and come 
down to short commons when it begins to 
concern itself with bobbing for eels and 














still-fishing for bullheads. Mr. Louis Rhead, 


it is true, dignifies his volume on the subject 
with the title of Bait Angling for Common 
Fishes and sweetens it by chapters on bot- 
tom fishing for trout and other sacrileges. 
But while we are not so snobbish as to re- 
fuse a smile of recognition to our old friend 
the angleworta, we do not remember that 
in our barefooted days we needed book in- 
struction as to where to dig him. 


J. B. Kerfoot. 


The Traitor, by Thomas Dixon, Jr. 
Page and Company. $1.50.) 

Bachelor Betty, by Winifred James. 
and Company. $1.25.) 

The Island of Dr. Moreau, by H. G. Wells. (Duf- 
field and Company.) 

Through the Gates of the Netherlands, by Mary E. 
Waller. (Little, Brown and Company, Boston. 
$3.00.) 

In the Fire of the Heart, by Ralph Waldo Trine. 
(McClure, Phillips and Company.) 

Spirit Lake, by Arthur Heming. 
Company.) 

Bait Angling jor Common Fishes, by Louis Rhead. 
(Outing Publishing Company. $1.25.) 


(Doubleday, 


(E. P. Dutton 


(The Macmillan 


Ungracious 


T WAS downright ungracious in Pade- 

rewski, after playing at Mr. W. W. 
Astor’s concert for $5,000, to decline to 
play at Mrs. Bradley-Martin’s, though 
the lady offered him more. Paderewski 
was a mere artist until we Americans took 
him up and made a fad of him, and he 
poorly repays our favor when he brings 
dissension into our London colony and 
makes our great names over there the 
sport of vulgar tongues. Nor is the im- 
plied slap at the power of cash easily to 
be overlooked. The eminent pianist as 
good as says that there are things which 
money won’t do, and even if that were 
true, he, of all men, should not be throw- 
ing it up at us. 


AGNATE: Every dollar I have was 
made honestly. 
DyER: By whom? 
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BUNKING WITH ROOSEVELT 


When President Roosevelt made his recent trip to Indiana po 
lisand Lansing, one of the press 2 ssociations sent along a reporter 
whe had never been out with a Presidential party before. The 
reporter was nervous and much afraid some of the other press 
representatives would ‘‘scoop” him on some of the incidents of 
the trip. 

He happened to be away from the train when, at one of the 
stops, an old man, who claimed the President had bunked with 
When the 
reporter got back he heard the story, but he was a little suspi- 


him out on the plains, came up to shake hands. 


cious of it, and he summoned up all his courage and went in to 
ask the President about it. 

“Is it true that you bunked with that man who was brought 
up to the train, Mr. President?” he asked. 

“Why, yes,”’ the President replied. 
cumstance very well. 


“I remember the cir 
We had been rounding up horses, and 
I rode along 
a good many miles without catching sight of the horse, and 
night fell on me. 


one was missing. I volunteered to go out after it. 
I saw a light in the distance and came to a 
I thought that would be better than 
sleeping out, and I rapped on the door. 


little shack on the plains. 
This man came to the 
door, let me in and invited me to sleep there. He had only one 
bunk, so we turned in together.” 

The reporter had been standing on one foot and then on the 
other. The President stopped, and he had to say something. 
So he stammered: ‘‘Was this on arailroad train, Mr. President ?” 

Saturday Evening Post. 


In ANALYzING the secret of King Edward’s popularity among 
his subjects, a French writer recalls a story which is worth 
retelling. He relates how, when his majesty was driving along 
a country road in Scotland one day, he came upon an old 
market woman struggling under a load which was more than 
: “You might take part of this in your 
cried the old woman to the King, whom she did not 


she could manage. 
carriage,” 
recognize. ‘‘ Alas, my good woman,” replied his majesty, “I’m 
very sorry, but I’m not going the same way. However, let me 
**A lot of good that'll do 


” 


give you the portrait of my mother.” 


me,’’ was the reply. ‘‘Take it all the same,” said the King, 
smiling, and he put a sovereign, bearing Queen Victoria’s effigy, 


in the palm of the astonished old peasant.— Buffalo Commercial. 








SORS 
ULLUS 


A WONDERFUL THING 


Mr. Brown had just had a telephone connection between his 
office and house, and was very much pleased with it. 






“T tell you, Smith,” he was saying, “this telephone business 
is a wonderful thing. I want you to dine with me this evening, 
and I will notify Mrs. Brown to expect you.” 

Brown (speaking through the telephone): My friend Smith 
will dine with us this evening. 

“Now listen and hear how plain her reply comes back.” 

Mrs. Brown’s reply came back with startling distinctness : 

“Ask your friend Smith if he thinks we keep a hotel.” —The 
Home Magazine. 
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The Vanquished One: BUT YOU'RE TWICE MY SIZE. 
“’LL GIVE YOU TWO CHANCES THEN. STAND UP AGAIN.” 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Boston Globe gives the following 
sentences, each of which contains all the letters of the alphabet: 

The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog. 

Pack my box with five dozen liquor jugs. 

John quickly extemporized five tow bags. 

Frowsy quacks vex, jump and blight. 

Quack! glad zephyrs, wave my javelin box. 

Please give the money to Dr. J. Z. Quack’s wife. 


PROFESSOR MATCHED THE BOSS 


Boston and Cambridge people of an carlier day remember 
well Professor Child, of Harvard, a scholar who was likewise a 
live man. President Eliot tells with great gusto a story about 
his faithful attention to city politics. 

Professor Child always attended to his duties as a citizen of 
Cambridge. One night he went to a ward meeting at whicl 
a boss began to put forth some of his warped ideas. The colleg: 
professor was speedily on his feet and scathingly denounced the 
boss and his methods. 

After the meeting was over the good-natured boss, just t: 
show that he bore no ill-will, met the scholar on the stairs anc 
genially handing over a cigar, said: ‘‘Have a smoke, profess ? 

His antagonist straightened up, took the cigar, and said wit 
great diginity: “‘Yes; I’ll match you in any of your lesser 
vices!””—Boston Herald. 


HE WAS NOT LAZY 


Mark Twain says that all are lazy; some are able to fight 
down, while others fall. He knew a non-combatant of t! 
class when a boy in Hannibal. His name was Jim Black, a 
one summer morning he was lying under a tree beside the ri) 
listening to the birds and watching the steamboats glide up < 
down the great stream. 

“Well, what are you here for?’ Mark asked him. 

“I’m here,” said Jim, “for to pile them bales onto the whari 

“Oh! And now you are resting, are you?” 

“No,” said Jim; ‘I ain’t resting, because I ain’t tired. I’: 
just waiting for the sun to sink down behind that there hill, so 
I can knock off work.’-—Kansas City Star. 


AN OLD gentleman, rather portly and clad in a somewhat 
youthful suit of light gray flannel, sat on a bench in the par} 
enjoying the spring day. 

““What’s the matter, sonny?” he asked a small urchin w! 


lay on the grass just across the walk and stared intently. ‘“ Why 
don’t you go and play?” 

“Don't wanter,”” the boy replied. 

“But it is not natural,” the old gentleman insisted, ‘‘for a 
boy to be so quiet. Why don’t you run about?” 


“Oh, I’m just waitin’,’’ the little fellow answered. ‘I’m just 
waitin’ till you get up. A man painted that bench about fifteen 
minutes ago,”’—Pittsburg News. 

“PYE" 
At the recent meeting of the Simplified Spelling Board in 


New York City Colonel Thomas Wentworth Higginson to! 
a story about Harriet Beecher Stowe. 

She was, Colonel Higginson said, the last American aut! 
to stick to “ pye,”” which was the universal spelling for pie « 
hundred years ago. 

When the editor of the Ailantic remonstrated with her s 
had her answer ready. 

“Tae “9,” 


pye taste better to me.” 


she said, ‘“‘always makes the middle part of t 
Youth’s Companion. 


Mr. JAwBACK: The biggest idiots always seem to marry t 
prettiest women. 

Mrs. JAWBACK: Now, you're tryiag to flatter me.—Clevela 
Leader. 
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FIRST OVER THE BARS 
AND 
BEST OVER THE BARS 


HUNTER 
HISKEY 


WM.LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 




























@® Niagara Falls 9 Hours from New York via NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 
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AUTUMN 


THE CONEY ISLAND 
JOCKEY CLUB 


SHEEPSHEAD BAY, NEW YORK 
August 3lst to September 14th 


Racing Dates and Order of Stake Events : 


THURSDAY, SEPT. sth | WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 11th 
The Belles 

The Waldorf 

The September 


| FRIDAY, SEPT. 6th 
| ‘The Turf Handicap THURSDAY, SEPT. r2th 
The Flight 

SATURDAY, SEPT. 7th | The Russet 
The Great Autumn! reipay, SEPT. 13th 


Steeplechase 

ae Pa ETS | The Flatbush The Golden Rod 

TUESDAY, SEPT. 3d _ | The Century e Omnium Handicap 

The Partridge INAV. SE aaneey ——n 

The Dolphin MONDAY, SEPT. oth SATURDAY, SEPT. 14th 
The Sapphire - 

WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 4th The Ocean Handicap 


The Great Filly TUESDAY, SEPT. roth 
The Flying Handicap The Autumn 


MEETING 





SATURDAY, AUGUST ast | 


: .| The Dash 
The Inaugural Steeple The Reapers 


chase 

The Fall Handicap 

The Futurity 
MONDAY, SEPT. 2d 


The Autumn Maiden 
The Twin City Handicap 


The — Champion 
First Race at 2.30 P. M. Each Day 


Track can be reached via Long Island Railroad; also via Electric Train and 
Trolley Service from Brooklyn Bridge, 39%h St. Ferry, etc. 


( )Ffic e, Windsor Arcade 
1 Fifth Avenue, New York 


CORNELIUS FELLOWES, Secretary 





| The West bury Steeple- 
chase 
The Great Eastern Handi- 











Brewster & Co. 


Automobiles 


35-45 RENAULT WITH BREWSTER OPEN PHAETON COACH WORK 


We make every style of automobile body ready to mount 
We have on hand, ready for immediate 
elivery, cars complete— -Brewster bodies on the best makes 
All kinds of engine and body repairing in the 
Only the best workmen employed. 


on any chassis. 


of chassis. 
sho rtest time. 















Brewster & Co. 


Broadway and 47th Street, 
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Saea? Scorr: 
“They DONT KNOW 


“Why They Married”’ 


Few of us do for that matter—eh, what ? 


There's a little book that gives the whole 
stunt away —that’s the title—“Why They 
Married.” 


It's by James Montgomery Flagg. 
75 CENTS POSTPAID 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
17 West 31st Street New York City 














conditions existing to-day not only in the United 


States but the 
world over than 
that shown in the 
highly artistic 
photogravure 
shown here in 
miniature. The 
picture is from the 
brush of Mr. Bal- 
four Ker and 

carefully repro- 
duced for framing 
in size 15x20. Sent 
express free to 
any address in 
the United States, 


Canada or Mexico on, receipt of two dollars, by 


There Could Not Possibly Be 


a more vivid pictorial representation of the social 


Ccpyright, | 1906, by J. A. Mrrcenent 





FROM THE DEPTHS 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 


17 West 31st Street 


New York City 








New York 



























Pe OoR FOOLISH. 
(ONTEMPORARIE 


STANTON’S BONE CRUSHER 


Some officer had disobeyed or failed to comprehend an order. 

‘“*T believe I’ll sit down,” said Secretary Stanton, “and give 
that mana piece of my mind.” 

“Do so,” said Lincoln; “write him now while you have it 
Make it sharp. 
Stanton did not need a second invitation. 


’ 


on your mind. Cut him all up.’ 
It was a bone 
crusher that he read to the President. 

“'That’s right,” said Lincoln; “that’s a good one.’ 

““Who can I send it by?” mused the Secretary. 

“Send it!” replied Lincoln; ‘send it! Why, don’t send it 
at all. Tear it up. You have freed your mind on the sub- 
ject, and that is all that is necessary. Tear it up. You never 
I never do.”,—Democratic Telegram. 





want to send such letters. 
“ Rad-Bridge’’ means the standard in Bridge accessories. 


CURE, NOT PREVENTION 


A laborer in eastern Indiana died recently and the members 
of the fraternal order in which he held membership called upon 
his widow to find how they might be of most assistance in her 
distress. 
the funeral, but before settling upon the final details for the 


church affiliation. 
“Did your husband belong to any church?” was asked. 
“W’y, no,” 


done nothin’ to belong to church fur.” 






















said the woman, in astonishment, ‘“‘he never 
Chicago Daily News. 


“YE.” 
a good deal o’ fun out of automobiling.” 


remarked Farmer Corntossel, ‘‘my boy Josh gets 


“But he doesn’t own a machine.” 


““Of course not. He’s one o’ the county constables.’—The 
News 
Hotel Vendome, Boston 
Commonwealth Avenue. No smoke or noise from 


cars. 


\ youNG teacher whose efforts to inculcate elementary anat 
omy had been unusually discouraging at last asked in despair: 

‘Well, I wonder if any boy here can tell me what the spinal 
cord really is?” 

She was met by a row of blank and irresponsive faces, till 
finally one small voice piped up in great excitement: 

“The spinal cord is what runs through you. Your head sits 
on one end and you sit on the other.” —Rochester Herald, 


In a pinch, use Allen’s Foot-Ease. 


DONE HER PART 


“What have you done fo- the betterment of mankind?” 
asked the scornful female perscn 

““Me?” answered the plump :.nd widowly looking one; “I 
have been a better half to no fewer than three of them.”’—Tit- 
Bits 

e 

‘““WHo were with you on the picnic?” 

“The usual contingent. Our sisters and our cousins and 
the ants,’”’— Baltimore American. 
Kenilworth Inn, Biltmore, N. C. Always open. Most superbly 


finished hotel south of New York. 


THE EIGHTH WONDER 


Secretary Taft says there is no graft in Panama 
case the Western Hemisphere may be said to have furnished 
the eighth wonder of the wcrld.—Chicago Record-Herald. 


THE SoutH For Hospitatity: The Manor, Asheville, North 
Carolina, is the best inn South.—Booklet. 


OKLAHOMA VIEW OF WOMEN 


In his Myskogee speech, Roy Hoffman said: 


with no desire to rule either.”—Kansas City Star 







“How did Jones make all his money?” 
“‘Judicious speculation.” 

“And how did Brown lose his fcrtune?” 
“Dabbling in stocks.” —Cleveland Leader. 





They made all arrangements for the order attending | 


obsequies they desired to know if the deceased had any special | 


If this is the 


“We love the woman who loves her husband and her country 


| ABBOTT'S 





one” 












you do drink, drink Tri 






mbyj 






“O woman! in our hours of ease 
Uncertain, coy and hard to please, 
And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspen made, 
When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou! "—Scoft. 















SOLE PROPRIETORS 
TE, HENTZ & CO. 
hila. and New York 







y 
Green Label. 


ESTABLISHED 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 








WHAT 


sites who seek to sap 


wrapper, his prestige. 





If the dealer offers you a substitute 
will you not serve your own interest and the interest of all honest 
manufacturers by saying, “No, thank you, 


I WANT WHAT I ASKED FOR” 


IS BACK OF 


OUR ADVERTISING? 


The national advertiser is generally either the originator, absolutely, 
of his article, or the originator, practically, by virtue of improve- 
ments or other details upon which he has stamped his individuality. 


He backs his confidence in his goods by his money in advertising 
and back of his money is his name, his honor and his credit. 


He does pioneer work, educating the public to the realization 
and appreciation of a need, and by hard, persistent, constant 
advertising, makes his article a success. 


He knows the folly of cheapening the quality of his goods for 
which he has so faithfully built up a reputation, for he may thus 
wreck in a few weeks or months the edifice of years. 


But his success has brought forth a battalion of imitators, para- 


his vitality by living on his reputation, by 


creeping as close as possible to his label, his trade-mark, his 


They have no reputation to lose, they are not bidding for a future, 
but merely seeking to clean up as much ready money as they can 
on an inferior article that shines only by a reflected light. 


“just as good and cheaper,” 

















Makes the best cocktail. A delightfal 
aromatic for all wine, spirit and soda 
beverages. A tablespoonful in an ounce 
of sherry or sweetened water after 
meals affords relief and aids digestion. 


BITTERS 


ees | mportant to see that it is Abbott’s. 
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LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


This famous cordial, now made at Tar- 
ragona, Spain, was for centuries distilled 
by the Carthusian Monks( Péres Chartreux) 
at the Monastery of La Grande Chartreuse, 
France, and known throughout the world 
as Chartreuse. The above cut represents 
the bottle and label employed in the putting 
up of the article since the Monks’ expul- 
sion from France, and it is now known as 
Liqueur Péres Chartreux (the 
Monks, however, still retain the right to 
use the old bottle and label as well), dis- 
tilled by the same order of Monks, who 
have securely guarded the secret of its 
manufacture for hundreds of years, and 
who alone possess a knowledge of the ele- 
ments of this delicious nectar. 
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At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y., 
Sole Agents for United States. 


Nofrbeetertooteatontortertenteets 


vievisejonjucferhacperfsoheobesfeohscbesfeohecls poohsefsrfereafeofoobiogs RN 
D’ EING thoughts, even clean thoughts, promoted by 





reading booklet of Jules Doux, Dyer-Cleaner, 6 
Burnet Street, Utica, N. Y. 


Spots NEVER RETURN when we clean garments 
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Private Stable 


OR SALE—On Fifty-second Street, 

between Sixth and Seventh Avenues, a 
new thoroughly equipped private stable 25 
feet wide; accommodations for seven horses ; 
with two box stalls. Upto date in every 
particular; elecricity, gas, telephone, etc. 
The best lighted stable in the city. 


ADDRESS 


J. EDGAR LEAYCRAFT & CO., 
19 West 42d Street, New York 














No Changing the Log 


N A certain ship the mate was too fond of the 
cup that cheers. The captain did his utmost 
to break him of this habit, and, everything else 
failing, told him that the next time he was drunk he 
would write it in the log. For a long time after this 
the mate stopped drinking, but one day he fell into 
his old habit. Thereupon the captain wrote the 
following entry in the log: 
“August 12, 19—; 60 deg. north longitude, 70 
deg. west latitude. Mate Jones is drunk to-day.” 
The mate begged him to take this off, saying that 
it would spoil his chances of ever being made captain 
of aship. But the captain said: “It’s true, isn’t it?” 
“Yes; but” replied the mate. 
“Well,” said the captain, “the record stands.” 
A few days later the mate had to write the entry. 
On looking over the log the amazed captain saw this 
entry: 
“August 15, 19—; 80 deg. north longitude, 67 
deg. west latitude. Captain Smith is sober to-day.” 
He sent for the mate and demanded what he 
meant by such an entry, ordering him to take it off. 
‘Well,’ said the mate, “‘it’s true, isn’t it?”’ 
“Of course it’s true!” roared the captain. 
“Then the record stands,” replied the mate.— 
Exchange 


BILINER SAUERBRUNNEN, Natural, acidulous, alkaline water 
from Bilin, Bohemia, for stomach affections, uric acid, diabetes. 
Free booklet. Luyties Brothers, Agents, N. Y. 





The Tale of a Toothpick 


WELL-KNOWN sculptor tells the following 
story: 

““Whenever I see a toothpick I think of a dinner 
that was given in Rome in honor of two Turkish 
noblemen. 

“‘T sat beside the younger of the noblemen. He 
glittered with gold embroidery and great diamonds, 
but, nevertheless, I pitied him sincerely, for he was 
strange to our table manners, and some of his errors 
were ludicrous and painful. 

“Toward the dinner’s end a servant extended to 
the young man a plate of toothpicks. He waved the 
plate away, saying in a low and bitter voice: 

““*No, thank you; I have already eaten two of the 
accursed things, and I want no more.’’”’—London 
Tit-Bits. 

T A dinner party a clergyman was much more 

bored than edified by a young lady who told 

him a long story of her aunt’s narrow escape from 

a railway accident. “Owing to the congested traffic 

at the corner of Park Lane,” she told him, “my 

aunt just missed the train at Victoria which was 
wrecked at Croydon. Wasn’t it providential ?”’ 

“Can’t say,” snapped the cleric, in a grating 
voice ; “‘didn’t know your aunt.””—J/lustrated Bits. 


Did Better 
OU quit smoking because she asked you to?” 
“Yep.” 

“And you quit drinking because she asked you 
to?” 

“Yer.” 

“And you quit swearing because she asked 
you to?” 

“Yep.” 

“And you began going in better society because 
she asked you to?” 

“ Yep.” 

“It is a wonder to me you did not marry her?” 

“T had intended to, but when I had gotten rid of 
all my bad habits I found I could do better.”— 
Houston Daily Post. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 
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Culinary Success 


Is a matter of good seasoning. 
More than one Famous Chef earned 
his reputation by the judicious use of 


Lea & Perrins’ 
Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


John Duncan's Sons, Agents, New York, 


























The “Full-Jeweled” 


Touring Car, $2500 





The car that uses less oil 
and less gasolene per mile 
than any car in its class. 
Important factors that 
make it the car you can 
best afford to own. 


CORBIN MOTOR VEHICLE 
CORPORATION 


Member A lation Licensed Automobile M 





NEW BRITAIN, CONNECTICUT 
1888 Broadway, 62d St., New York 
Motor Mart, Boston, Mass. 
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“A room without pictures is like a room without windows.”—RUSKIN 
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HER CHOICE 
“Smile if you will, - 
But some heart-strings —THE CUP THAT CLEARS 
Are closest linked _ : i p 
With simplest things.”—W ll Carleton. | TO-DAY OF PAST REGRETS AND FUTURE FEARS ; 
Ajter C. Coles Phillips Ajter C. Coles Phillips Omar h 
ia Print in B 22 by 18 in. : : : 
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A LEE SHORE 
After F. W. Read 


A Photogravure in Black, 15 by 20 in. 


| 


$1.00 
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MOONSTRUCK After Will Foster 
Ajter Henry Hutt Photogravure in Brown, 15 by 20 in. 
2 1.00 
Photogravure in Brown, 20 by 15 in. $ 
$1.00 1 
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“AUF WIEDERSEHEN” 
After John Cecil Clay 
Facsimile in Color, 15 by 20 in. 
$1.00 
ve jiaithacaeleabics : $ 
THE CHOIR INVISIBLE HELLO, OLD MAN. ANY TROUBLE? | 
After C. Clyde Squires , Ajter J. M. Flagg 
Photogravure in Brown, 20 by 15 in. Photogravure in Black, 15 by 20 in. l 
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~ Automobile 
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Trips 
are doubly enjoyable if there is 
a supply of 
















iboard the auto. Bouncing along 
at 40 miles an hour won’t disturb 


t or mar its lusciousness. 
Take it with you wherever you go. 
Drink it wherever you are. 









HE following is a description of a golf play 
printed in the New York Press: 

“To the home hole the Garden City man hit the 
play with his second, while ‘his opponent on the like 
landed in the woods. To the nineteenth Travis half 
hit his tee shot, but a fine second enabled him to 
snatch a half in four. Playing the twentieth, the 
Garden City veteran approached his putter some 
sixty yards away and was short. Fownes, on the 
other hand, pitched the lie dead and won the hole 
and the match.” 


A Good Opening 


— MACLAREN was talking to a group of 
literary beginners in New York. “Begin your 
stories well,’”? he said emphatically. ‘There’s 
nothing like a good beginning. Indeed, it’s half the 
battle.” Then with a smile this excellent beginner 
of stories added: ‘‘ Always bear in mind the case of 
the young man who, desiring to marry, secured a 
favorable hearing from his sweetheart’s irascible 
father by opening the interview with the words: 
‘I know a way, sir, whereby you can save money.’”’ 
—Good Health. 


For Warm Weather 


” ELL is full of peek-a-boo waists,” says a 

minister. And what style could be more 
appropriate for that climate ?—Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 





Chocolates 
L and Confections 
Uy, known for their 
WY purity and goodness 

, Yj Y Uy For sale where the best is sold. 
YYy STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, 


1316 Chestnut Street, Phila. 
Established 1842. 
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OU don't have to be a 


connoisseur to appreciate 
the sterling qualities o 
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Sanderson’s 
ountain Dew 
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rinker. 


Whisky 





TS all around superiority is | 
apparent to the | 








most casual 


EAL Scotch SANDERSON 








“HELLO, WHAT’S 
SWEA 








THIS ? A BOOK OF NEW 
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Buttonholes 
Indestructible 
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Their Substitute 


NE of Private John Allen’s favorite stories is 
about a Georgia bishop. 

One of the members of the Bishop’s church met 
the reverend gentleman one Sunday afternoon and 
was horrified to find the Bishop carrying a shotgun. 

“‘My dear Bishop,” he protested, “I am shocked 
to find you out shooting on Sunday. The Apostles 
did not go shooting on Sunday.” 

“No,” replied the Bishop, “they did not. The 
shooting was very bad in Palestine, and they went 
fishing instead.””—Cleveland Leader. 


Thoughtful of Him 


“ GEE here,” said the lady, “you told me that 
work would only cost me $13, and here you’ve 
sent in a bill for $14.” 
““Yes’m,” replied the carpenter; “you see, when 
I came to think the thing over afterward I was afraid 
maybe you’d be superstitious about that 73.” 
Catholic Standard and Times. 


OT long ago a young Irishman was seeking 

work in southern Illinois, and among those to 
whom he applied was a farmer near Cairo. The 
farmer was attracted by the Celt’s frank, cheery man 
ner, and, while he was not in need of help, he asked 
after a pause: “Can you cradle?” “Cradle!” re- 
peated the Irishman, “Sure, I can! But, sir,”’ he 
added, persuasively, “couldn’t ye give me a job out 
of dures ?”’—Argonaut. 
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38 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK 
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Ina pinch use Allen’s Foot-Easc 


Ladies can wear shoes one size smaller after using Allen’s 
Foot-Ease. It makes tight or new shoes feel easy; gives instant 
relief to corns and bunions. It’s the greatest comfort discovery 
of the age. Cures swollen feet, blisters, callous and sore spots. 
It is a certain cure for sweating, hot, aching feet. At all Drug- 
gists and Shoe Stores, 25c. "Don't accept any substitute. For 
FREE trial ckage, also Free Sample of the FOOT-EASE 
Sanitary CORN-PAD, a new invention, address Allen S. Olm- 
sted, Le Roy, N. Y. 


Careful workmanship, 

bility—that’s the S 

all different, sent for 6 
SPENCERIAN PEN 













‘CoaNTea ee) 


fine quality of material, dura- 


ncerian Pen. Sample card of ra, 


cents postage. 


COMPANY, 349 Broapway, New Yorx. 
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— GASOLINE MOTORS 
Reliable, Reversible, Two Cycle. 
Two and Three Port. 
Guaranteed for one year. 
Simple and easy to operate. 
Our Catalog Kt is worth your having 
Send 10 cents in stamps for our Book entitled “Ignition 
Vaporization, Installation and Operation of ® Gasoline 
Motor.”’ 


DETROIT, MICH. 





UNITED MFG. CO., - - 
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Drink Beer 2 
eo CUS | 
—F5—7 As a food and a tonic. Every compo- ee 
nent in beer is good for you. 
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But be sure it is pure, else harm will be mixed with 
its healthfulness. 





Beer aged insufficiently causes biliousness. That is | 





why all Schlitz beer is aged for months in our cool- 
ing rooms. 


Beer that’s impure—not clean, not filtered, not prop- 
erly sterilized—should be avoided. 


That is why we spend more to insure absolute purity 


than we spend on anything else in our brewing. f 
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J, Ask for the Brewery 
Bottling. 


See that the cork or 


Th e B e e Ir crown is wir Schlitz. | 
That Made Milwaukee Famous. 









